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The Lost Art of Keeping a Secret 


Troy noted, as his face slammed into the leather of Joey's pedestal seat for the second time in so few 
seconds, that he felt quite like someone else. No one he could put his finger on, of course, as his fingers were 
currently quite busy, but someone else none the less. 


It was a feeling that he hated. 


It was so clichéd So dime-store romance. How could he possibly feel as though he were another person, when 
there were so many reminders of his own life strewn about him? His shirt was on the floor before him, well 
creased by now, with an unavoidable date at the cleaners in the morning. Black suit pants, tailored to fit, had 
been dragged down around his ankles and were currently giving the studio floor a well past due buffing. He 
sighed and a tooth dug into his lower lip. His good casual pants. 


Turning his head to the side, away from the rough impact of the stool, Troy caught sight of himself in a floor 
to ceiling mirror. Why Josh had insisted on it, he'd never know, but now was certainly not the time to split 
hairs. Staring at himself, refocusing after every rough shove forward, Troy threw all clichés aside. He really 
Did look like anther person. 


His state of dress aside, his hair was a mess. Half plastered to his forehead, half twisted around thick fingers, 
the black strands usually so flawlessly groomed could have - should have - belonged to some corner street 
whore. One side of his face had been rubbed red by the worn leather below his cheeks, and his eyes watered 
with exertion and pain. 


Nick, on the other hand, he noted with no little internal spite, looked much like Nick always did. His hips, slim and 
compact, shoved Troy forward with such force and determination that the stool threatened with each motion 
to give way, sending them both toppling to the floor. Nick didn't seem too fussed by this possibility. He had a 
firm grip on the back of Troy's head, and the fingers digging in to the side of one pale hip made it quite clear 


that neither man was going anywhere. 


"Enjoying the show?" he growled, relinquishing his grip just long enough to bring the palm of his hand down 
hard against Troy's hip. Troy yelped, lurching forward again. His arms shot out, fingers steading him against 
the back of the huge bass drum. 


He didn’t reply. The short growl had been the first thing Nick had said to him before Joey and Josh had 
departed on important matters of food retrieval. He'd made his intentions more than clear enough by roughly 
grabbing the side of Troy's neck and all but throwing him to the ground. On any other day Troy would have 


screamed rape and aimed for the eyes, nails ready, but Today... 
„well, today he'd felt quite like someone else entirely. 


He'd teased Nick. Tempted him. Flirted with him, all in a very un-Troy like manner. So odd was the behavior 
that his intentions were completely missed by Joey and Josh, and during a fleeting studio visit, even Mark had 
failed to comment. Nick, however, wasn't entirely unaffected. The prospect of something new, something taboo 


and sacrosanct had him practically begging the others for a moment alone with this shiny new brand of Troy. 


From the moment Josh's rust-red pickup had grunted from the gravel driveway, Troy was across the stool 
and at Nick's mercy. Studiously ignoring the smell of Joey's sweat and aftershave that lingered around the kit, 
Troy had unbuckled his belt and let his pants drop to the floor, wiggling free from his shirt and engaging in 


much gratuitous hip-rolling at the same time. 


Silence returned to the studio and Troy once again caught his reflection in the mirror. Nick's chest was shining 
with sweat, physical evidence of his exertion, along with the pain blossoming over Troy's lower back. Nick had 
never before wanted to fuck him, Troy knew that much. He just wasn't his type. Too clean-cut, too pretty, too 
well dressed. Not nearly whiskey-soaked and cigarette-burnt enough. If he really thought about it, the 
seduction had been the most fun of all. 


Nick bucked forward, tightening his grip and Troy squealed in pain. The simple cry sent Nick over the edge and 
he pulled out with barely seconds to spare. One hand still twisted in black hair, the other curled around the 
base of his prick and he came hard, holding Troy in place. although there was no doubt in his mind that Joey 
would never know about this tryst, Nick couldn't help but do him the courtesy of taking no liberties with 


another man's property. 


Troy squealed again, yelping and jerking forward. He hadn't expected t feel Nick come across the back of his 
thighs and the curve of his ass. Humiliated though he was, there was a small measure of relief in not feeling 
Nick's presence lingering inside. He whimpered, dropping his fingers and scraping his nails along the underside of 


his own cock, bucking his hips twice before coming across his palm. 


As the sweat on his bare back cooled, Troy felt his lapsed sanity return. Prudishness took it's rightful place at 
the forefront of his personality traits and without a word, he gathered his clothes and marched into an 
adjoining bathroom. By the time Joey and Josh returned, he was once against the picture of prim neatness. 
Hair in place, clothes smoothed and fitted, with not a hint of sweat or other human trace to be found 


anywhere on his pale skin 


Joey grinned, setting the bags of Chinese on the very same pedestal seat Troy had minutes before become so 


intimate with, walking over and sliding an arm around his waist. 


"What happened to your lip, baby?" he frowned, reaching up and gently thumbing the small cut on Troy's lower 
lip. Quick as a whip, Troy rolled his eyes and knocked Joey's hand away. 


"I tangled myself in a mess of straps, and knocked myself in the mouth with the jag. Don't you dare laugh..Nick 
already did" 


Glancing up from the stacks of white, grease-stained boxes, Nick shrugged. 

"| saw nothing." 

Troy huffed, leaning close against Joey's side. Inwardly, he sighed with relief at Nick's apparent understanding of 
the situation. No one else needed to know of Troy's occasional desire to act quite in the opposite way of his 


usual manner. It was his secret, and Nick's, and it would stay that way until he next found the urge to thumb 


through a seedy dime store romance novel. 


